MARGOT ASQUITH                   ^

"We left the dining-room and made our way down From my
to the crowded frontdoor.   People waiting for their Diary,
motors were standing in groups discussing the Election Saturday,
returns.                                                                          December

" ' McKenna is beat:   Montagu is in by over 9,000'  28th'
was whispered from mouth to mouth, while the'men
thrust their arms into their coat sleeves changing their
cigars from hand to hand in the process, and asking for
their motors.

" The news spread; man after man of ours was out.

" ' Were we all beaten ? . . . who could I ask ? ...
who would tell me ? ' Henry crushed up against me and
said calmly:

" ' I see our footman.'

" Lady Cave pushed up and took my arm; I suppose
I looked pale as she said :

" ' You are a brave woman, don't turn a hair! the
thing can't last! it's a disgrace ! a fraud, and a sham/

" Among the crush in the large open doorway, waiting
for his motor, I perceived Rufus Reading, looking snow-
white. Did he or did he not know if Henry was beaten ?
. . . perhaps they all knew.

" I was jammed up against my husband and had no
idea what he had heard.

" I looked at him out of the corner of my eyelids ;
he was standing a little in front of me, but not a sign of
any kind could be seen on his face. A man pushed up to
us and said:

" * Never you mind ! the Elections have been fought
on gigantic lies ; no one could tell the truth, but it will
come out some day, and I hope they will all be severely
punished!'

" ' Who are you ?' I asked vaguely.

" ' I've written on the Morning Post for 15 years/ the
man answered. ' I'm a hot Liberal and believe in Asquith.
He's the only man who ought to be on the Peace Con-
ference. You stick to it! and make him stick, for if he is